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may have been a foolish table-talker, may have worn
mysterious curls, and been old-fashioned and mon-
strously girlish and affectionate, she was a housewife
of experience, who had weathered the most fantastic
tropical domestic storms in Singapore.
"I knew you wouldn't mind my coming out," she
cried, "and I felt I must help, because after all we are
neighbours, aren't we, and that makes a difference."
"It's too absurd/' Mrs, Dersingham wailed. 'This
wretched girl's smashed everything and ruined the
dinner and now she's going off into a fit or something
out of sheer temper. And it's all her own fault. I en-
gaged her sister to come and help her to-night, and then
when her sister couldn't come, at the last minute of
course, she wouldn't let me get anybody else, she said
she could do it herself/'
Mrs. Pearson was looking at Agnes, who was still
guggling and drumming on the floor, "Only stupid
hysterics. Get up at once, you silly, silly girl Do you
hear? You're in the way. Well pour cold water over
her. That will soon bring her round, you'll sec."
The cook, who was standing in the hall, a few yards
away, and had been looking on with the air of a com-
placent prophetess, now began to lose some of her
rigidity. The mournful triumph died out of her face.
She had no respect for Mrs. Dersingham, but for some
strange reason she had almost a veneration for Mrs,
Pearson, who was possibly a far more lady-like and com-
manding figure in her eyes.
"That's so/' the cook hoarsely declared now. "A jug
of water's what she wants. Accidents will happen and
one pair of hands can't be two or three pairs of hands,
eight for dinner being out of all reason with them steps

